THE SANDS OF  DAKAKA

That was a fortnight before. Later I had seen that Bin
Aksit and Ma'yuf sat round the same camp-fire together
overmuch, and now and then withdrew from the general
circle to engage in rapt conversation, and the gossip of the
camp when Gerainha had departed was that Ma'yuf was
the lucky man.

Private conversation is achieved by two persons rising
from the circle and betaking themselves fifty paces or so
from their companions, but even then they are not safe from
intrusion. It is amusing to watch a third Badu come along
and instead of sitting in the general circle, go up and salaam
the whisperers and sit down with them - a flattering if
gratuitous indication that he thinks their talk more likely to
interest him. There is so much community of life amongst
them, however, living as they do in the open, always cheek
by jowl for mutual protection from a common enemy, that
familiarity, and the impulse to act without too sensitive a
feeling for others is ingrained in them, and a European who
would travel happily must be prepared to adapt himself to
their standards. On one occasion, for instance, a Kathiri,
seeing the milk bowl at my side, suddenly held it to his lips
and drained its contents; they were dregs, it is true, but a
European could not afford to show resentment. Even my
heart-to-heart talks with Shaikh Salih were not undisturbed,
for one or other of my party spotting us from afar and
finding the attraction irresistible would come up with a
hearty salaam and sit down without a cby your leave,5.to
hear what it was all about.

With my party reduced in numbers to twenty men,
nearly all strangers to me, we started off again on a westerly
course, meeting no encampment on our way. I suspected
that the main body of the Rashid tribe was grazing to the
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